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have been overwhelmed beneath a weight of shame from which
they were unable to emerge. And now die misfortunes of Fan Li
and Tsao Mo command the sympathies of all
My grandfather filled heaven and earth with the fame of his
exploits—the bravest of the brave. Yet, fearing the animosity of an
Imperial favourite, he slew himself in a distant land, his death being
followed by the secession, in disgust, of many a brother-hero. Can
this be the reward of which thou speakest?
Thou too, O my friend, an envoy with a slender equipage, sent
on that mission to the robber race, when fortune failed thee even
to the last resource of the dagger. Then years of miserable captivity,
all but ended by death among the wilds of the far north. Thou left
us full of young life, to return a greybeard; thy old mother dead, thy
wife gone from thee to another. Seldom has the like of this been
known. Even the savage barbarian respected thy loyal spirit: how
much more the lord of all under the canopy of the sky? A many-
acred barony should have been thine, the ruler of a thousand-
charioted fief! Nevertheless, they tell me 'twas but two paltry
millions, and the chancellorship of the Tributary States. Not a foot
of soil repaid thee for the past, while some cringing courtier gets the
marquisate often thousand families, and each greedy parasite of the
Imperial house is gratified by the choicest offices of the state. If
then thou farest thus, what could I expect? I have been heavily
repaid for that I did not die. Thou hast been meanly rewarded for
thy unswerving devotion to thy prince. This is barely that which
should attract die absent servant back to his fatherland.
And so it is that I do not regret the past Wanting though I may
have been in my duty to the state, the state was wanting also in
gratitude towards me. It was said of old, *A loyal subject, though
not a hero, will rejoice to die for his country7. I would die joyfully
even now; but the stain of my prince's ingratitude can never be
wiped away. Indeed, if the brave man is not allowed to achieve a
name, but must die like a dog in a barbarian land, who will be found
to crook the back and bow the knee before an Imperial throne,
where the bitter pens of courtiers tell their lying tales?
O my friend, look for me no more. O Tzu-ching, what shall
I say? A thousand leagues lie between us, and separate us for ever.
I shall live out my life as it were in another sphere: my spirit will
find its home among a strange people. Accept my last adieu. Speak
for me to my old acquaintances, and bid them serve their sovereign
well. O my friend, be happy in the bosom of the family, and think

